I thought my Mother,and my Brother Torke, 
Would long,crc this,haue met vs on the way. 
Fie,whac a Slug is Hafttngsjkzi he comes not 
To tell Vs, whether they will comc,or no. 

Enter Lord Haftings. 

'Buck; And in good time, hcere comes the fweatitie 
Lord. 5 

Prince. WclcQme,my Lord : what, will our Mother 
come? 

Haft. On what occafion God he knowes,not I ; 
,Thc Quecnc your Motherland your Brother Torke, 
Haue taken San&uarie : The tender Prince 
Would faine haue come with me,to meet your Grace, 
But by his Mother was perforce with-held. 

Bucks Fie,what an indirect and pccuifli courfe 
Is this of hers ? Lord Cardinally will your Grace 
Perfvvade the Quccne,to fend the Duke of Yorke 
Vnto his Princely Brother prefently ? 
If (he denie, Lord Haft/figs goc with him, 
And from her icalous Armcs pluck him perforce* 

Card. My Lord of Buckingham,if my weake Oratorio 
Can from his Mother winne the Duke of Yorke, 
Anon expeft him here ; but if (he be obdurate 
To milde entreatics,God forbid 
We fhould infringe the holy Priuiledge 
OfbleiTed San&uarie: not for all this Land, 
Would I be guiltie of fo great a finnc. 
^ "Buck. Youaretoofenceleffcobftinat^my tord, 
Too ceremonious, and traditional!. 
Weigh it bat with the grofTenefle of this Age, 
You brcakc not Sanftuarie^in feizing him x 
The benefit thereof is alwayes granted 
To thofe,whofe dealings haue deferu'd the place, 
And thofe who haue the wit to claymc the place s 
This Prince hath ney ther claym'd it,nor deferu'd it, 
And thereforc,in mine opinion,cannot haue \u 
Then taking him from thence,that is not there, 
You breake no Priuiledge,nor Charter there s 
Ofc haue I heard of Sancluarie men, 
But San&uarie children,ne'rc till now* 

Card. My Lord,you Qiall ore-rule my mind for once. 
Come on, Lord Haftings 3 vii\l you goc with me? 

Haft. I goe,my Lord. Exit Cardinal and Haftings. 
Prince.Goad Lords,make all the fpecdic haft you may* 
Say, VncklcfGbcefter, if our Brother come, 
Where fhall we foiournc,till our Coronation ? 

Glo. Where it think*ft beft vnto your Royall felfe. 
If I may coanfaile you,fome day or two 
YourHighnefle fhall rcpofe you at the Tower: 
Then where you pleafe,and {hall be thought mofl fit 
For your beft health,and recreation. 

Prince. I doc not like the Towcr,of anyplace i 
Did Itthus Cafar build chat place, my Lord ? 

Ttuck. He did,my gracious Lord,bcgin that place, 
Which fince,fucceeding Ages haue re-edify'd. 

Prince. Is it vpon record ? or elfe reported 
Succeffiuely from age to age,he built it ? 
Buch^ Vpon record,my gracious Lord. 
Prince. But fay,my Lord,it were not regiftred, 
Me thinkes the truth (hould liue from age to age, 
As 'twere retayl'd to all pofteritie, 
Euen to the generall ending day* 

Clo. So wifc,fo young, they fay doe neuer liue long. 
Prince. What fay you,Vncklc ? 


Glo I ^wiihoutCharaaers,F a ln7nrT^ 
Thu $J like the formal! ViceJniouS ^ 
I morallize two meaning j a one WQ > d 
Prince. That lultm Ctfcr was a faJ 
With what his Valour did enrich £. wf* *** 
His Wit fet downc,to make his Valour 1 
Death makes no Conqueft of his CanquS 
^or now he hues in Famc,though not in I ' 
He tell you what,my Coufin Jte ' 
Buck, What,my gracious Lord? * 
Prince. And if I Hoe vntill I be a man 
lie win our ancient Right in France aPaine 
OrdyeaSouldier,asIliu'daKing. b 9 
Glo. Short Summers lightly haue a forward Sprin 

Enter young Torke, Haft ings ia „ d f ^ 

Yorke. Weli.my deare Lord/o muft I ca li „„„ 

Too late he dyd.thac might haue kept that T t ' 
Which by his death hath loft much Maiefti 

Glo. How fares our Coufin,Nob!e Lord of Y„ i , 
Yorke. Ithankeyou,gentleVnckIe. OmvLo!? 
You faid.that idle Weeds are faft in growth • ' 

The Princely B r other,hatho U c.grownen«f arrei 
Glo. He hath, my Lord. 

Y trke. And therefore is he idle ? 
Clo. Oh my faire Coufin,! muft not fayfo. 
^ Then he is more beholding to you.then I, 
Glo, HemaycommandmeasmySoueraiene 
Butyouhauepowerinme.asinaKinfman. ' 
Yorke. I pray you,Vnck!e,giue me this Da°»er 
Glo. My Dagger,UttJeCtfrifin? with all my heart. 
Prince. A Begger,Brothrr ? 
Yorke. OfmykindVnckle.thatlknowwillpiue 
And being but a Toy, which is no griefe to giuef ' 
Clo A greater gift then thatjlc giue my Coufin, 
Y wke. A greater gift ? O.that's the Sword to it. 
Glo. I.gentle Coufin,were it light enough, 
Yorke. O then I fce.you will part but with light gifts. 
In weightier things you'le fay a Begger nay. 
Clo. It is too weightie for your Grace towtare. 
Torkf.l weigh it lightly, were it heauier, 
Clo. What, would you haue my Weapon.littlc Lord; 
York?' I would that I might thanke you, as, as, you 
call me. 
Glo. How? 
Yorke. Little. 

Prince. My Lord of Yorke will ftill be crolTe in talk 
Vncklc ,your Grace knowes how to beare with him. 

T ork,e. You mcanc to beare me, not to bearc with mc : 
Vncklc ,my Brother mockes both you and mc, 
Becaufe that I am lictle,like an Ape, 
He thinkes that you fhould bcaic mc on your fhouldcrs, 
BhcJ^ With what a fliarpc prouided wit he reafons: 
To mittigate the fcorne he giucs his Vncklc, 
He prettily and aptly taunts himfelfe : 
So cunning,and fo young,is wonderfull. 

Glo. My Lord,wiIt pleafe you palTe along ? 
My felfe,and my good Coufin HuckjMghant) 
Will to your *VSothcr,to entreat of her 
To meet you at the To wer ,and welcome you* 

Torke. What 
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^~^7ZZ*r will voii goc vnto the Towcr,my Lord? 

T ' TU&U not fleepe in quiet at the Tower. 
r ri Wby,what (hould you fearc? 
6l °i Marry^y Vnckle CWt angry Ghoft : 
dam okl me he was murther'd there. 
W GT ? e Scare no Vnckles dead. 
iT Nor none that Iiue,T hope. 
fj e And if they liue.I hope I need not feare. 
Jmv Lord : and with a hcauic heart, 
BulC i°So5 f them,eoe 1 vnto the Tower. 
SxelntPrince.Tor^ 

Mwt Ricbard i Bmkingham,and Cateshy. 

*«ck Thinke you,my Lord,this little prating Torke 
Wa! notincenfedbyhisrubtiieMother, 
tvi taunt and fcorne you thus opprobrioufly? 

Gb. No doubt,no doubt : Oh 'tis a pcrillous Boy, 
Bold quicke,ingcnious,forward,capable : 
UeciiaB ^ Mothers, from the top to toe. 

Wel1,lec them reft: Come hither C****h> 
Thou arc fworne as dcepely to effed what we intend, 
As clofely to conceale what we impart : 
fbou know'ft our reafons vrg'd vpon the way. 
What thmk'ft thou ? is it not an eafie matter, 
To make mlliam Lord Hdfiings of our mindc, 
For the inftallment of this Noble Duke 
IntheSeat Royall of this famous He ? 

Cms. He for his fathers fake lo loucs the Prince, 
That he will not be wonne to ought againft him. 

'Buck: What thin&'ft thou then of Stanley ? Will 

n °C4w! Hee will doe all in all as Haftings doth. 
'Buck. Well then, no more but this : 

Goe gentle C at€S h> anci as lt werc farrc 

Sound thou Lord Hastings, 

How he doth ftand arfcaed to our purpofe, 

And fummon him to morrow to the Tower* 

Tofit about the Coronation. 

If thou do'ft finde him tradable to vs, 

Encourage him,*nd tell him all our reafons ; 

Ifhe be leade^yciejCold.vn willing, 

Be thou fo too,and fo breake off the talke, 

And giue vs notice of his inclination : 

Fot we tomorrow hold diuided Councels, 

Wherein thy felfe (halt highly be employ'd. 

Rich. Commend me to Lord William: tell him Crtcsby, 
His ancient Knot of dangerous Aducrfaries 
To morrow are let blood at Pomfret Caftle, 
And bid my Lord,for ioy of this good newes, 
Giue MiftretTe Shore one gentle Kifle the more. 
#8^Good Catcsby^oQ cffe£l this bufineffefoundly. 
Cates. My good Lords both,wirh all the heed I can. 
Shall we heare from you,Cdtar£/,ere we flecpe ? 
You fhall, my Lord. 

At Crosby Houfe,there fhall you find vs both. 

Exit Catesby. 
Buck. Now, my Lord, 
What (hall wee doe, if wee perceiue 
Lord Haftings will not yeeld to our Complots ? 

Rick Chop off his Head : 
Something wee will determine : 
And looke when I am King,clayme thou of me 
The Earledome of Hereford,and all the moucables 
Whereof the King,my Brothcr,was poffeft* 


Rich. 
Cates. 
Rich, 


Buck* He claymc that promife at your Graces hand* 
Rich. And looke to haue it yeelded with all kindneffe, 
Come, let vs fuppe betimes, that afterwards 
Wee may digeft onr complots in fome forme. 

Exeunt* 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter a tJMefttnger to the Doore of Haftings, 

CMetf. My Lord, my Lord. 
HaH. Whoknockes/ 
UMeffl One from the Lord Stanley. 
Haft. What is'taClocke? 
Mejf. Vpon the ftroke of foure* 


Mef. 


Enter Lord Haftings \ 
Cannot my Lord Stanley flecpe thefc tedious 


Hafl. 
Nights? 

Mef. So it appeares,by that I haue to fay : 
Firft,he commends him to your Noble lelfe# 
Haft. What then? 

Mef Then certifies your Lordftiip, that this Night 
He dreamt, the Bore had rafed off his Helmc ; 
Bcfidcs,he fayes there are two Councels kept ; 
And that may be determin'd at the one, 
Which may make you and him to rue at th'othcr. 
Therefore he fends to know your Lordfhips pleafure, 
If you will prefently take Horfe with him, 
And with all fpeed poft with him toward the North, 
To (hun the danger that his Soule diuines. 

Hast. Goe feIlow,goe,returne vnto thy Lord, 
Bid him not feare the feperated Councell : 
His Honor and my felfe are at the one, 
And at the other,is my good friend Catesby ; 
Where nothing can proceede,that touchcth vf, 
Whereof I fhall not haue intelligence : 
Tell him his Feares are {hallow,withoue inftancc# 
And for his Dreames,I wonder hee's fo firaple, 
To truft the mock'ry of vnquiet flumbcrs. 
To flye the Bore,before the Bore purfues, 
Were to incenfe the Bore to follow vs, 
And make purfuit,wherc he did meane no chafe. 
Goe,bid thy Mafter iifc,and come to me, 
And we will both together to the Tower, 
Where he fhall fee the Bore will vfc vs kindly. 

Mef. He goe,my Lord,and tell him what you fay« 

Exit. 

Enter Catesby. 

Cates. Many good morrowes to my Noble Lord. 

Haflm Good morrow Cates by you arc early ftirring: 
What ncwes,what ncwcs,in this our tott'ring State ? 

Cates. It is a reeling World indecd,my Lord : 
And I bcleeue will neuer ftand vpright, 
Till Rtchard wearc the Garland of the Realme. 

Haft. How wearc the Garlaod ? 
Doeft thou mcanc the Crowne ? 

Cates. I, my good Lord. 

Baft Ale haue this Crown of mine cut fro my flhoulderi, 
Before He fee the Crowne fo foule tnif-plac'd ; 
But canft thou gueffe,that he doth aymc at it ? 

- Cates. ^ 


